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antennae, the snow whipped against the house, and, like the
brush of a painter, applied the first coat of the element in which
the Post would be blanketed with a thickness of six feet. When
day came I went out of doors wearing three layers of clothing,
and in the blast that sent the snow now forward on a broad front
like an army, now whirling and tossing like a band of dervishes,
I seemed to be dressed in a sieve and was bewildered by an
incomprehensible impression of nakedness. The snow swirled
as do the leaves at home, only this blow was hostile, this was
autumn at seventy degrees latitude north. In that vortex I saw
from time to time a blurred form, a native running; but what
I saw looked like a shadow running without its man.
Towards five in the evening, as night began to fall, we heard
above the sound of the storm a kind of scratching in the porch
of the Post. Then silence. We read on, Paddy and I. After a
time he said:
Tunny, that noise a few minutes ago.3
He went out to have a look, and there in the porch, where
the snow filtering through was stuck a foot deep to the wall, we
found two natives, Ohudlerk and his son.
'Una-i-kto!9 they said. (It is not warm.)
They shook the snow from their clothes and came in. The
old man went over to the stove and warmed his hands.
'Igloo-pak man-a-kto una-kto-alu!* (The white man's house is
good, it is warm.)
Coughing and spitting as he talked, he told us that the snow
was of a good sort, travelling would be easy now, and they had
already built igloos on the big lake. The fishing? Very good.
Many big fish — 0-yta-M — in the lake. As a matter of fact, he
had brought in a couple of sackfuls to trade — handsome, red-
fleshed, thick-lipped fish, frozen stiff. Seals? His son had killed
'three of the left hand/ which is to say, added to the fingers of
the right hand, eight of them. Again he pointed to the stove:
'Una-i-ktO'dur (It is very cold.) And Ohudlerk and his son
stood motionless in the middle of the room, not daring to sit
down, a picture of the primitive in this last refuge of civilization,
63

